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Year 2028 


"David, can | talk to you for a minute?" They were all waiting in an airport lounge for their flight to the next 
city on the itinerary. They had nowhere to go and nowhere to be until the plane landed and they were herded 


on like cattle. 


David clicked off his Instagram and shoved his phone in his pocket. Whatever Kiko needed to talk about it would 
probably be better than squinting at dead apps he couldn't see. He had reached a certain technological point and 
then gave up, unable or unwilling to keep up with whatever it was the kids were using these days. He still 


longed for the old avocado green rotary phone in his mother's kitchen and simpler times. 


"Yeah, sure." He nudged Broderick, who popped out an earbud and nodded as David got up to talk to Kiko. Chris 
kept a close eye on David after his mini-stoke back in 2024 and it was rare to see one without the other. 


"What's up?" 


"Over there," Kiko nodded down the empty terminal and the pair set off for someplace more private. They 
found and empty gate on the other side of the restroom and claimed a bank of seats. "| need you to look at 


something with me." 


As the official Old Man On Tour, David carried a lot of the fatherly duties, everything from proofreading 
letters to late night existential crises all handled with his patient and calm demeanor. Broderick and Drover 
snapped him and Kiko up when Megadeth went down in flames, bolstering Act of Defiance's clout and ticket 


sales in one fell swoop. They were much stronger together than they ever were apart. 


Kiko pulled out his Iphone T and unlocked it, the screen jumping to Blabbermouth as Kiko scrolled down an 


article. 


"Read it to me, | can't see it" He rarely wore glasses, his one concession to vanity even as his hair fell out and 


turned grey. 


Kiko found the video at the end of the post and stopped scrolling. "It basically says ‘Mustaine posts new cover 
song' and they don't know anything else about it. 


David frowned. Anything to do with Mustaine was bad news. He'd given him a second chance and a third chance 
and a fourth chance but this last time had been it. He'd drawn a line and stood his ground, making decisions as 
Dave spun further and further out of control. 

Kiko hit play and the video queued over the shitty airport wifi. David struggled to see, getting the vaguest 
impression of a fuzzy red blob holding an acoustic guitar. There was no intro, no explanation, so it wasn't a fan 
group video. It was just Dave with his guitar. He didn't sing, choosing only to speak a few of the lyrics as he 
played. David would have to get his glasses from his carry on to pick up on some of the nonverbal clues. He 
wouldn't have guessed Dave to cover a John Lennon song, but to each their own. 


The video stopped on its own, Kiko scrolling down to quickly read through the comments. "What do you think?" 


Things ended badly for Kiko as most of Dave's relationships seemed to end. David scratched at his scalp and 
licked his lips. "Musically, as a cover it's pretty shitty." 


Kiko blew a breath out through his nose. "No, | mean, about me?" 
David thought on it. "It could be to Pam as well.” Pam left him too, years ago, and he was still bitter. 


"Blabbermouth is saying it's to Pam." Kiko frowned. While well known, his relationship with Dave was never made 


public. "There's a few comments about you." 


"Hmmm." While not surprising it wasn't amusing. He couldn't wait for his inbox to blow up once people read the 


article. "Does it mention Defiance at all?" Free promotion was always nice and probably the only good thing that 


would come out of this. 
Kiko shook his head. 


"ld just leave it alone if | was you. Ignore it. He's just trying to stir up shit again" Mustaine could reach them 
privately if he wanted to. David had him blocked on the phone and almost every app out there, but he could 
always go through management and contact them properly if he needed to. Plus David still lived at the same 


house, a physical piece of mail wasn’t out of the question. 
"Do you think he's working the steps again?" 


"Doubtful. Those are supposed to be personal, sincere apologies, and | don't get the feeling this was very 


personal.” 


"Or sincere?" Kiko was sometimes to naive for his own good. David only pulled his mouth into a tight frown. A 
video posted on Vimeo could mean anything, or nothing at all. Maybe Dave was just going through his old 
record collection. The sudden re-appearance into the public eye was a bit of a shock, but without any 


explanation even David was left wondering what the hell was up in Mustaineland. 

"Maybe he cheated on his latest girlfriend. Don't read too much into it Kiko, you'll drive yourself crazy." 

Kiko sighed and was interrupted by a facetime from his daughter. David clasped him on the shoulder and left 
him alone. That girl craved stardom and got what she asked for, already well known within the Finnish borders. 


Kiko had his hands full. 


David settled back in his seat next to Chris. "Everything ok?" Chris grabbed his right hand and threaded their 
fingers together, something he started doing as "rehab" after the stroke. 


"Aaah, just Mustaine causing shit again" Chris raised an eyebrow, any mention of Mustaine putting him 


instantly on alert. "Its minor, don't worry about it." 


Chris gave him a wary look, probably well aware of how much David put up with before seeking Chris out. 
"You'll tell me, right? No more being his punching bag." 


David nodded. "Yeah, | promise. It's nothing yet, but I'll let you know." 
Chris leaned over and dropped a quick kiss on his temple. "Love you." 
"Love you too.” David smiled and squeezed Chris‘ hand. For now he only had to worry if his bladder would last 


the three hour flight and if his luggage would make it to the next stop but he had the familiar sinking feeling 
that Mustaine was back to his old tricks again 


